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Missouri, all combine to make up a scene 
that is 

" Worthy of a king in state, or a poet in his youth." 

An afternoon of such days as we have 
been having lately, when the sky was 
softened with floating white clouds, that 
drifted dreamily before the same south 
wind that waved the grass and rippled the 
river, — such an afternoon spent on Capi- 
tol Hill, alone, or with an appreciating 
mind, though it were spent in actual idle- 
ness, would not be thrown away. The 
spirit of Beauty is a pure spirit, and her 
presence should be sought, for its own 
sake, oftener than it is." 

We wonder not at the "rush for the 
West/' which almost every paper chroni- 
cles, if there be many such spots in the 
new territories. Some of our Artists, 
buried up in their sixth-story studies, 
would find it to their great profit and 
good, to "emigrate for a season to the 
Far West, and there to study Nature in 
her limitless, incomparable magnificence. 



A ROMANCE IN ART LIFE. 




NE of our famous Ame- 
rican^sculptors, resid- 
ing in the delightful 
city of Florence, whi- 
ther all the genius of 
England and America seems to 
l tend, was one day seated in his 
studio, at work on an Apollo — for 
which, by the way, he might stand 
as a model himself — when his atten- 
tion was attracted by a tremendous tramp- 
ling of horses in his court-yard. He 
looked out of the window, and beheld a 
magnificent carriage with outriders drawn 
up before his door. Presently a gentle- 
man claimed admission to his studio^ 
and announced himself as the Prince di 

B . He came to give the sculptor a 

large commission. His daughter, who had 
been struck by some statues of the Ame- 
rican that she had seen, wished to sit to 
him for her bust. She was then below in 
the carriage. Was the sculptor at lei- 
sure ? Price was no object — all that was 
npcessary was to gratify hia daughter — 
who was an invalid. 

The sculptor expressed his willingness 
to begin the work instantly ; and the 
Prince, making a sign to his lackeys 



from the window, they proceeded to lift a 
lovely girl, who seemed about eighteen, 
out of the carriage, and bore her in their 
arms carefully up the stairs to the artist's 
studio. The sculptor could not repress a 
look of surprise at this curious mode of lo- 
comotion, particularly as the lady did not 
bear the slightest trace of illness in her 
countenance. The Prince interpreted his 
glance, and replied to it. 

" My daughter has been paralyzed in all 
her limbs," he said, "for the last two 
months. It is a sad thing. She has had 
all the medical aid in Florence, but with- 
out avail." 

The sculptor looked again at the inva- 
lid. Nothing more beautiful in face or 
form could have been dreamed by Phi- 
dias. A face like Cenci's, before it was 
clouded with the memory of crime — masses 
of rich, lustrous auburn hair, framing a 
clear, pale face, with deep blue eyes swim- 
ming beneath a fringe of the silkiest black 
lashes. Through her delicate muslin robe 
the contour of a divinely moulded form 
was indicated ; and when the young Sig- 
norina cast upon the sculptor a rapid 
glance, soft as starlight, piercing as elec- 
tric fire, he felt his heart leap with a mys- 
terious presage of some indefinable catas- 
trophe. 

She sat. The sculptor worked at his 
model like one inspired, and a pang struck 
his heart as the hour for her retiring came. 
The prince and his lackeys bore her again 
down stairs in their arms. The carriage 
door closed on her, the horses swept 
through the gate. The sculptor did no 
more work that day. 

To-morrow she was to come again. He 
lay awake all night dreaming of her. 
Then he would shudder, and say to him- 
self, " It is not love, but pity that I feel. 
She is a paralytic 1" 

The next day the scene was repeated, 
with this difference, that the prince, hav- 
ing seen his daughter posed by the artist, 
excused himself on the plea of a business 
engagement, saying that he would return 
in time to conduct his daughter home. 
Poor girl ! although the sculptor was a 
model of manly beauty, her deplorable 
condition was, in her fathers's opinion, a 
safeguard against any of the dangers 
which he might otherwise have anticipated. 
He left the room, and drove away in his 
carriage. A silence ensued. The sculp 
tor dared not look at his model, but 
worked away at his clay image without 
raising his eyes. Still a silence. Then it 



seemed as if a slight rustle had filled the 
room. A small white hand stole across his 
mouth, and a burning kiss was imprinted 
on his forehead. With almost a shriek he 
leaped to his feet, and there, with blushes 
crimsoning her pale cheeks and alabaster 
neck, knelt the paralytic girl, with her 
beautiful eyes imploring pardon. 

" I saw you a long time ago," she said. 
(An Italian woman, when she loves, knows 
no half measure). " My father was very 
strict with me. I could not move without 
being watched. It was impossible for me 
to meet you or see you. I feigned paraly- 
sis. For two months I have scarcely 
moved. In his pity for my condition, my 
father relaxed his surveillance of my mo- 
tions. He gratified every wish, and, as 
an invalid, I excited no suspicion by de- 
siring to become your sitter. I have said 
that I love you. If you do not return my 
love, I can only die." 

What answer made tho American ? 
We need not inquire ; only, when the 
Prince di B returned, he found noth- 
ing in his studio but a clay model of his 
paralytic daughter. The original was no- 
where to be found. A few days after- 
wards, in a small town of France, the 
Florentine Princess sunk her nobility in 
the name of an American sculptor. 



Art in Boston. — A private letter from 
Boston says : — The annual exhibition of,, 
pictures at the Athenaeum Gallery is un- 
usually full this year ; so full, indeed, that 
some of the most valuable works in the 
possession of the institution, such as 
West's "King Lear in the Storm," and 
Cole's " Star of Bethlehem," are hung 
in open vestibules and along the stair- 
ways, where the dampness which this 
humid season generates may visit them 
with impunity. A noticeable feature in 
the exhibition is the Dowse collection of 
water- color paintings bequeathed to the 
Massachusetts Historical Society by their 
eccentric owner, and now for the first time 
exhibited to an American public. They 
are mostly copies of the pictures in tho 
Marquis of Stafford's collection, by some 
of the most eminent English water-color- 
ists, and are fine specimens of an art 
which in England has been cultivated 
with better success than elsewhere ; al- 
though one cannot help regretting that so 
much skill and finish should have been 
bestowed upon mere copies." 



